MEN OF POWER

request to him not to punish himself for my offense.
I also pledged myself never to steal in the future.

I was trembling as I handed the confession to my
father. He was then suffering from fistula and was
confined to bed. His bed was a plain wooden plank. I
handed him the note and sat opposite the plank.

He read it through, and pearl-drops trickled down
his cheeks wetting the paper. For a moment he closed
his eyes in thought and then tore up the note. He
had sat up to read it. He again lay down. I also
cried. I could see my father's agony. If I were a
painter, I could draw a picture of the whole scene today.
It is still so vivid in my mind.

Those pearl-drops of love cleansed my heart, and
washed my sin away. Only he who has experienced
such love can know what it is. As the hymn says:

"Only he

Who is smitten with the arrows of love
Knows its power."

This was for me an object-lesson in Ahimsa. Then
I could read in it nothing more than a father's love,
but today I know that it was pure Ahimsa. When such
Ahimsa becomes all embracing, it transforms every-
thing it touches. There is no limit to its power.

This sort of sublime forgiveness was not natural to
my father. I had thought that he would be angry, say
hard things, and strike his forehead. But he was so
wonderfully peaceful, and I believe this was due to
my clean confession. A clean confession, combined
with a promise never to commit the sin again, when
offered before one who has the right to receive it, is the
purest type of repentance. I know that my confession
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